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Roman fort of Castercliff Colne and Nelson 

In the heart of Lancashire, nestled between the towns of Colne and Nelson, lies the ancient 
Roman fort of Castercliff. Built over two thousand years ago, it once stood as a bastion of power 
and authority, a symbol of Roman might and military prowess. But now, in the present day, it is 
a mere shadow of its former self, a crumbling ruin that serves as a reminder of a bygone era. 
Yet even in its decay, Castercliff still exerts a strange and eerie power over the surrounding 
countryside. For at night, when the moon is high and the stars are bright, the ghosts and spirits 
of Roman soldiers can be seen marching along the top roads that wind their way through the 
hills and valleys. 

It is said that these spectral figures are the restless souls of the legionnaires who once called 
Castercliff home. Trapped in a perpetual state of limbo, they are doomed to wander the earth 
until they can find peace and redemption. 

Some say that they march to a beat of a long-forgotten drum, while others claim to hear the 
clatter of their weapons and the sound of their boots against the stone. Whatever the case may be, 
their presence is felt keenly by those who live nearby. 

One night, a group of local teenagers decided to investigate the rumors for themselves. Armed 
with nothing but flashlights and a sense of adventure, they set out to explore the roads and 
valleys around Castercliff. 

At first, they saw nothing out of the ordinary. The roads were quiet, and the only sounds were 
the rustling of leaves in the wind. But as they approached the crest of a hill, they suddenly 
caught sight of a group of spectral figures marching in the distance. 

At first, the teenagers were scared out of their wits. But as they watched, they began to feel a 
strange sense of awe and reverence. For these were not just any ghosts or spirits. They were the 
ghosts of warriors, men who had fought and died for a cause greater than themselves. 

As the night wore on, the teenagers followed the march of the Roman soldiers through the hills 
and valleys, never venturing too close for fear of disturbing their peace. And when the dawn 
finally broke, and the spirits of the soldiers vanished back into the ether, the teenagers knew that 
they had witnessed something truly special. 

For Castercliff may be a ruin, a relic of a long-gone era. But the ghosts and spirits that haunt its 
roads and valleys are a reminder that the past is never truly gone. It lives on in the memories and 
legends that we pass down from generation to generation, reminding us of who we are and 
where we come from. 
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